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triumphant occupation by the allies. "Nobody is
agissant but Caroline William in a purple riding habit,
tormenting everybody", writes her cousin Harriet,
now wife of the English Ambassador, Lord Granville,
"but, I am convinced, ready primed for an attack on
the Duke of Wellington; and I have no doubt but that
she will to a certain extent succeed, as no dose of
flattery is too strong for him to swallow or her to
administer. Poor William hides in a small room, while
she assembles lovers and tradespeople in another. He
looks worn to the bone."
Lady Granville was right in her prophecies. Caro-
line was still sufficiently her old self to be stirred to
instant pursuit of the acknowledged hero of Europe:
the Duke was at once gratified by her adulation and
amused by her oddness. The next glimpse we get of
her, she is giving occasional "screams of delight'* as she
dines alone with him and Sir Walter Scott.
Indeed the whole world seemed to be in Paris.
Every night the Lambs were out meeting distinguished
personages, Talleyrand, Metternich, Lord Castlereagh,
Kings and Queens. William enjoyed it all. It appealed
to his interest both in historic events and public char-
acters. He sought to improve his appearance by having
his grey hairs pulled out: and never went to bed before
four in the morning. Caroline, too, was in a good
humour with him. "Whom do you imagine 1 con-
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